

. Today the Palestinian uprising 
against the occupation army enters its 
fourth month. 

{ Before Dec. 9, 1987, there were only 
demonstrations, strikes, riots and the 
like, quickly put down by security 
forces. Not as quickly as all that. But 
for casual newspaper readers, it seemed 
the Israeli armed forces had the 
Palestinian “natives” well under con- 
trol. U.S. media cooperated by ignoring 
beatings and other injuries. 

Shooting deaths fared little better. 
Occasionally, in the back pages of major 
metropolitan newspapers, buried in a 
world news roundup section, it was pos- 
— * sible to read that another Palestinian 
had been killed. Sometimes a single 
paragraph would give a box score, 
covering several days. 

No wonder the Israelis were caught by 
surprise when world protests erupted 

( over their use of live ammunition. They 
had been shooting Palestinians for 
years, to no complaints from the West. 

! In Western eyes, Palestinians were 
“no problem” until three months ago, 
except when they surfaced as “terror- 
ists.” As a people, Americans made no 
attempt to link the killings of 
“innocents,” inside the occupied 
territories and abroad. When Pales- 
tinians reciprocated the violence 
inflicted on their people by striking back 
at Israelis, they were branded 
murderers. And I agree. 

But were the three young men who cut 
down in cold blood a widower father of 
three this week more guilty of murder 
than was the West Bank settler who shot 
a teen-aged boy in 1986? The young men 
died in a barrage of fire laid down by 
security forces, which also killed two 
other hostages and wounded eight 
more. When finally brought to trial last 
week, the settler was sentenced to six 
months “community service,” accord- 
ing to the latest Jerusalem Post In this 
country, that kind of punishment would 
be reserved for someone found guilty of 
killing another man’s pet dog. 

In fact, the bus hijacking and deaths 
on Monday happened in the Negev 
desert, well inside pre-1967 Israel, far 
removed from the scenes of the upris- 
1 ing. It was the sixth attempt by “out- 
| side” Palestinians to deal themselves in 
! since December. 

As in every other previous incident, 
the outsiders died. These are suicide 
missions, but neither plain nor simple. 
They represent the frustration of an 
entire generation of Palestinians to 
avenge the wrongs visited on their 
people. The three young men com- 
mitted murder. But it is a blood-guilt 
they share with Israelis, in and out of 
uniform. 

( In all these murders, on both sides, 
Americans, both Christian and Jewish, 
are accomplices. We give arms and 
money to Israeli hard-liners. By our 
racist attitude toward Palestinians, we 
force young men and women into the 
arms of the terrorist factions. 

Still, for its present crisis, Israel has 
itself to blame. For proof. I recommend 


a small book by a leading Israeli novel- 
ist, just published in this country. 

“Yellow Wind” is no work of fiction. 
Author David Grossman employed his 
novelist’s gifts to capture the feelings as 
well as the story of people trapped inside 
the West Bank occupation mentality, 
both Jewish and Palestinians. The book 
resulted from a commission by an 
Israeli news magazine for Mr. 
Grossman to write on the occupied 
territory 20 years after it was taken 
from Jordan in the June 1967 war. An 
excerpt appeared in New Yorker 
magazine earlier this year. 

In only 216 pages, Mr. Grossman 
captures truth about the occupation. 
There are no heroes. He tells of the 
Israeli mother killed by a Palestinian 
firebomb, while driving home with her 
family. Of the Palestinian father tied up 
and riddled with over 30 bullets by 
Israeli soldiers, while farming his 
grandfather’s ancestral land. 

The time frame of the book is exactly 
one year ago, seven weeks starting in 
the early spring and extending to the eve 
of Israel’s 1987 Independence Day in 
May, seven months before the uprising 
began. The original article appeared 
last June. 

There is nothing sensationalist about 
Mr. Grossman’s reporting. The impact 
comes from his accomplishment in 
depicting the occupation’s 
dehumanizing effect on human beings. 
Most chilling for me was his chapter on 
an Israeli military government officer. 
Most revealing was his account of the 
West Bank workers forced to live locked 
up in factories, schools and other 
workplaces every twilight, because laws 
forbid them to pass the night inside 
Israel. 

Mr. Grossman makes no connection 
with a nuclear holocaust. It is entirely 
possible that the old Arab never heard of 
Hiroshima, yet that is the kind of 
destruction his vision evokes. The bus 
hijacked this week was headed for the 
facility where Israel manufactures 
modern thermonuclear devices, more 
terrible than Hiroshima’s atomic bomb, 
more capable of littering the land with 
bodies and turning mountains to yellow 
powder. 

If you doubt that there are men in 
Israel capable of using their modern 
“yellow wind” to fulfill their dream of a 
restored Biblical Israel, then you will 
not be prepared for the passion in Mr. 
Grossman’s dispassionate prose. 

In the past three months, each day has 
brought new pain. “Yellow Wind” adds 
to my sorrow for the human beings, on 
both sides, caught up in the sorrows of 
today’s Palestine. For had Israel’s 
leaders paid attention last summer, 
when David Grossman’s reporting first 
appeared, the current tragedy could 
have been prevented. But maybe not. 
The horrible fear is that events have 
taken the play out of the hands of mortal 
man. There may be no avoiding the 
yellow wind, as the old Arab foretold. 
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